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Women! Try this way to help get relief from furiv^ ional pa; : Vh\ tarkenyour life 

by submitting to the penalties of functional d ; tress... hi' laches, nervousness, 
badcaches, debility, and irritability? Try taking Dr. Piera EaVorite Prescriptkm 
today. Devised by a physician to suit women's lelicate < inisjn, it's propCTties 
may help you to enjoy life as you will like to t njoy it i reate i ireedom from 

hiactional distress with a feeling of normal ht hth and < gy ■ . ery day of the 

month. Ask your druggist today for Dr. Piero* s Favorit resc ption. Sold in 
botfi liquid and tablet form. Get yours today! 

- The Calgary Heral Monday 6, T* 
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Rules for-Being Recentiy Qt^ 

by Megh Blackburn 

1 Csmooutwi^toimgo^bool^, panriphleisancf 
iherapisis' phoine numbey§. 

X. Don't b« in a mlatbn^p becayse^^oM do n'i 
}^vetiiiietobawithtir)€)fn. ^Vou need tjmeto make 
$m^ weiyane else is okay.) 

5. Don't talk about it 
Talk about it 


5. Have a uni^dyke mind so you can fell eve- 
ryone- vvtien they ask- what the ^dykes^ think ! 





CR./tzy MIKIN'’ 


i remember 

his holding a pillow over my face 
gasping for air /breath/life 
clawing at the pillow /his body /the sheets 
sure i was going to die 


Women 's Input Needed 
for Safety Audits 


i remember 

coming downstairs on a Sunday morning 
house filled with sunlight/ laughter/ smell of breakfast 
he's in the kitchen/ making donuts /pancakes 
'hello honey /how's my girl/sleep well? 


i remember 
being 11 years old 
lying under him/again/ still 
all hope /fight gone 
'hurry up/i've gotta get to school' 


i remember 

going to work with him on Saturday mornings 
'this is my daughter' he says proudly 
'she loves coming to work with her daddy' 

'i'm goima be an engineer /just like my daddy /when i grow up' 


i remember 

lying in bed @ night shaking/ cold/ alone 

afraid to go to sleep /knowing that nightmares would come 

snakes /spiders /wild boars to nm screaming from 

the monster under the bed 


i remember 

waking up/terrified/screaming into the dark 
'it's okay honey/daddy's here' 
crawling into their bed 

sleep coming only when safe between the two 
i remember 

my mother sending me next door to play 
a 9-year-old being gang raped by 5 of mom's friends 
coming home/torn apart/ disorientated & she meets me @ the door 
'god lisa, your always such a mess/get cleaned up' 


i remember 

xmas @ our house/ the huge tree 
a home filled with candy /shortbread & chocolate 
my mother almost childlike 
in her love of the season 


i remember 
her grabbing my arm 

beating me with a stick across my shoulders 

raging/screaming/out of control 

'i never should have had you/it's all you fault' 


and i try to remember 
other good times 

i sit here/ and can't believe 
that there aren't any more 

that 3 stanzas of poetry 

are what i have to show/ as my happy childhood 


lisa j 


by Kelly (Sabcock 


Are the buildings and 
layout of UWc designed to pro- 
vide the best safety for women 
and all others on campus? 
"Safety audits" being con- 
ducted of buildings and 
grounds are examining this 
question. Judging by partici- 
pation in one recent audit, the 
answer to the above question 
is no. 

' Imagine this scenario: A 

Tooman runs into the front doors 
of the McKinnon gym and 
searches desperately for a plume 
which she expects would be just 
inside the doors in the foyer, but 
she cannot see them anywhere. 
Little does she know, there are 
phones but they are across the 
room and around a comer. There 
is no sign indicating their loca- 
tion... 

It is potential scenarios 
like the one above that the 
"safety audits" being con- 
ducted on campus are attempt- 
ing to identify. 

The audits are being 
conducted by Traffic & Secu- 
rity, under the Safer Campuses 
Initiative Sub-committee, cur- 
rently funded by the Univer- 
sity. 

I attended a typical 
safety audit at the McKinnon 


gym in late March. The audit 
(sadly lacking in student vol- 
imteers) was conducted in the 
evening and covered all areas 
inside the building and out. 

The evening began with 
a background video and con- 
tinued with audit question- 
naires, filled out as fire group 
walked through the building. 
A member of the group 
traveled in a wheelchair so ob- 
servations about wheelchair 
access and safety could be 
made. 

Attention was directed 
at such things as lighting (e.g.. 
Can you identify a face 25 me- 
ters away?), signage (Are there 
signs which direct you to ex- 
its, or wheelchair access?), 
sightlines (Can you see clearly 
what's up ahead?), isolation 
(Can you be seen and heard if 
you call out?), and overall de- 
sign and maintenance. Opin- 
ions and ideas were sought 
from all participants, and dis- 


cussion was encouraged. I 
found that listening to others 
brought up ideas and prob- 
lems which I would not have 
considered. 

The intended result of 
the audits is that improve- 
ments suggested in the sur- 
veys will be made in present 
buildings and grounds. 
Though there are practical and 
monetary linrits on what can 
be changed in existing build- 
ings, the observations made in 
these audits may also influence 
the design of future buildings. 

Participation of women 
is imperative given the 
number of women who feel 
afi'aid or uncomfortable in cer- 
tain areas and can provide 
valuable observations formed 
over time of using the campus. 
The safety audits are one 
venue where women's voices 
should be heard. So far, re- 
sponse for the evening audits 
from students has been mini- 
mal. More participation is im- 
portant to make the audits rel- 
evant to the experiences of 
women on campus. 

Though I do believe that 
the audits are a useful process, 
I do not believe that they will 
solve the problem of violence 
on campus grounds. The de- 
sign of these buildings are not 
inherently unsafe, nor are as- 


saults the result of where 
bushes are planted. 

Assaults are committed 
by people, and it is ultimately 
a people problem which all the 
maintenance improvements in 
the world cannot eliminate. 
More money and effort could 
usefully be directed towards 
solving the causes of violence, 
rather than the symptoms. 

However, in ffie mean- 
time it may be useful to make 
it a little harder to hid urrseen 
or to trap someone in an iso- 
lated area of a building. 

Just as long as we don't 
pretend it's going to make the 
problem disappear 

For more information or to 
participate in an audit, phone 
Mary-Anne Teo at Traffic and 
Security, 721-8674. Audits will 
likely continue twice weekly into 
June. If you are unable to attend 
an audit for a building you use 
often, surveys can be obtained 
from T&S g 


Upcoming audits include: 


Ikffeclaurjn A & D Wings 

April 12 

Elliott 

April 13 

Cunningham 

April 18 

Fetch 

April 19 

Engineering Office Wing 

April 24 
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Tourists Just Another John 


"Most Americans have come to believe that Hawai'i is as American as hot dogs and CIImN 
News. Worse, Americans assume that if an opportunity arises, they too may make the trip, 
following along after the empire into the sweet and sunny land of palm trees and hulahula 
girls. This predatory view of my Native land and culture is not only opposed by increas- 
ing numbers of us, it is angrily and resolutely defied. No matter what Americans believe, 
most of us in the colonies do not feel grateful that our country was stolen, along with our 
citizenship, our lands and our independent place among the family of nations. We are not 

happy Natives." 

~Dr. Haunani~Kay Trask, From a Native Daughter: Colonialism & Sovereignty in Hawai'i 


bij Christie Shaw 

On March 23, the 
Uvic Native Students Un- 
ion brought in Dr. 
Haunani--Kay Trask who 
is an environmentalist 
and an activist for native 
sovereignty in Hawai'i. 
When introducing her, a 
representative of the Na- 
tive Students Union ac- 
knowledged that the Uni- * 
versity of Victoria is lo- 
cated on Coast Salish 
land. A point that is rarely 
brought up. A statement 
which served to instill re- 
spect in white people, like 
myself, for the accurate 
ownership of the land. 

Dr. Trask, who is 
the Director of the Centre 
for Hawaiian Studies at 
the University of Hawai'i, 
talked about mass-based 
corporate tourism as a 
form of Environmental 
racism and cultural geno- 
cide. She spoke both elo- 
quently and fiercely 
about the colonization of 
the Native Hawaiian peo- 
ples. About how begin- 
ning with the taking of 
ports and bases in the 
18th and 19th centuries, 
escalating with the sec- 
ond world war, and con- 
tinuing with superpower 
nuclearization, toxic 
dumping, ocean and land 
mining their islands have 
been overrun bv Eurone- 
ans, Americans, and 
Asians. 

Dr. Trask talked ex- 
clusively about the latest 
form of exploitation, 
mass-based corporate 
tourism. She talked about 
how Hawai'i suffers per- 
haps the world's largest 
number of tourists rela- 
tive to its land base and 
population. There are 
about seven million tour- 
ists who visit Hawai'i 
each year meaning that 
there are seven tourists 
for every resident, and 35 
tourists for every Native 
Hawaiian. 

She used the meta- 
phor of prostitution to 
make her message clear. 
She cited Hawai'i as the 
prostitute, the state as the 
pimp and the tourist as 
the john. The state's job, 
under the metaphor of 
cultural prostitution, is to 
'beautify' the prostitute 


for the specific purposes/ 
usages of the john. Con- 
sequently, the more 
money the john hands 
over, the better the "ar- 
rangement". As a result, 
Hawaiians are then 
forced into selling their 
culture in the tourist in- 
dustry through entertain- 
ing, waiting on tables and 
cleaning up after tourists. 
Thus, a false version of 
hawaiian culture is 
manufactured and sold to 
tourists who are search- 


there are ...35 
tourists for evert^ Native 
Hawaiian 


ing for an escapist para- 
dise. She also pointed out 
that the 'backpacker' was 
equally responsible for 
the destruction of her 
land and peoples as the 
corporate tourist. 

Dr. Trask was very 
insistent about her work 
as a native separatist and 
did not want to hear 
haole(white) guilt, sym- 
pathy, or pleas of "but i 'm 
different...". She merely 
asked people not to come 
to Hawai'i and to support 
her movement towards 
native sovereignty. F u r- 
thermore, she stated liiat 
the reason she camt to 
speak to audiences out- 
side of her homeland w as 
to get this message acn )ss 
and ask people to iell 
their friends. For millions 
of years the colonizers, of 
which I am a descendent 
of, have desecrated her 
land and people and th*en 
have gone on to sik-Mice 
the history of Haw.oi. 
Hawaiians are not Ameri- 
cans, Asians, or Eurot^e- 
ans. Tliey are indigent us 
people. Native to 
Hawai'iNei. Their coun- 
try is called Hawai'i .md 
thejr place of origin is the 
Pacific Basin. 

Just as Captains 
Cook and Vancou- er 
landed on what v\'e re-er 
to as Vancoux er Isla id, 
they landed on Hawai/ as 
well. Approximately half 
a century after contact 
with the West, rampant 
disease and death almost 
identical to the cultural 
genocide on this island hit 
the Hawaiian population 


which then declined in 
number by eighty per- 
cent. 

Dr. Trask was de- 
lightful to listen to. She 
was inspirational, ex- 
tremely knowledgeable 
and had a wonderfully 
sardonic sense of humor 
She told wonderful jokes 
about encouraging tour- 
ists to go further into the 
shark infested waters and 
about chopping up Cap- 
tain Cook. "Yeah, we 
chopped him up, but we 
didn't eat him...we have 
better taste than that." 

Dr. Trask was the 
best speaker I've heard 
this year. She made me 


completely rethink my 
motives behind traveling. 
Although I've never had 
any inclination towards 
Hawai'i, precisely be- 
cause it is to crowded, I 
have traveled to India 
and Nepal which are two 
more countries that have 
been devastated by colo- 
nialism and continue to 
be exploited by the tour- 
ist industry. 9 

If you wish to support the 
Hawaiian sovereignty 
movement and help fight 
environmental racism, 
please urge everyone you 
know not to visit 
Hawai'i!!! 



Photo of Dr. Haiinani‘Kay Trask 
the cover of From A Native Pair. : 
Colonialism & Sc\erei2ntv in hh 


BESPONSE TO YOUR TOUCH 

Blowsy and flaccid, your flesh has 
taken on a personality of it’s own 
-not unlike that persona you become 
as your male friends appear. 

Your presence is far from fragile. 

Yet you have not completely wiped out 
that gentleness which once emitted from 
your actions, it is in your touch. 

In your silent downcast questioning 
of me. 

My answers are not 
easily given. 

Nothing I have is, 
any longer. 

I instead write (the safest of ways to revea 
how delicate my balance truly is). 

My letters become desires of their own 
volition. They desperately hope your body 
remembers the patience it once had in 
abundance. They fervishly crave that my 
response does not have to be returned in 
clock-time. 

Linear perpetuation has little to do with 
how we know one another. Where our 
embrace exists, time never passes. 


Jacqueline Ann Crumrr,L 









Cloyd ^Lxworthy^s Hidden Agenda: 

Punishing the Most Vuinerabie for the Crimes of Power 


Personal Statement to Emily 

Newspaper 

Doreen- M. Gee, B.Sc. 

My name is Doreen 
Marion Gee. 

This story focuses on an 
unpleasant readity: That the 
brutal actions of Axworthy's 
Student Assistance Branch in 
Ottawa have reduced Ihe life 
of an exceptional graduate - 
myself- to a daily living hell. 
The aggressive and ruthless 
tactics of the Canada Student 
Loans office have compro- 
mised my life and devastated 
my health to the point where I 
have no optimism or hope left. 
No law or piece of legislation 
can justify such inhumanity 
towards an individual. I am 
angry at such blatant and un- 
necessary mistreatment from 
Ottawa. 

In 1991, I graduated 
"with distinction" in the top 
7% of graduates, earning a 
first-class Bachelor of Science 
and many scholarships for aca- 
demic aduevement. But, faced 
with an unmanageable debt 
load with no hope of a reprieve 
from Ottawa, the future looks 
grim. Unfortunately, due to a 
medical condition. I've been 
unemployed and living on a 
poverty income. To make mat- 
ters even worse, Canada Stu- 
dent Loans has relentlessly 
pursued me for payment, mak- 
ing my life a constant daily 
pressure cooker that never lets 
up. I am a 43-year-old woman, 
sin gle, and financially poor 
and presently being bullied 
and harassed by Axworthy's 
department and their collec- 
tion agency. Canada Student 
Loans are well aware of my 


V? govemme/it devoid of 
compassioi^ is no longer 
a 'government. 
modrern ." 

negative life circumstances 
and that I have no ability to 
make any kind of payment. 
They also know that my medi- 
cal condition is exacerbated by 
stress. Yet, despite this know- 
ledge, they continue to pres- 
sure me for money I do not 
have. Their actions are uncon- 
scionable and morally repug- 
nant. 

I have an outstanding 
Canada Student Loan debt. In 
April, 1994, I wrote to C.S.L 
Program in Ottawa, requesting 
forgiveness of the debt, due to 
severe financial hardship and 
in recognition of my excellent 
academic record. The letter 


was given a callous brash-off. 
My situation has never been 
given due consideration. My 
request for forgiveness of the 
debt on humanitarian gioimds 
has been denied over and over 
again. In October, 1994, 1 wrote 
Lloyd Axworthy himself, stat- 
ing that the worry of Ihis debt 
is "ruining my life". I received 
an indifferent response back 
from Mr Theriault, a depart- 
mental assistant, essentially 
stating that they will not help 
me. In my letter, I proposed 
amendments to their legisla- 
tion to help graduates like 
myself. These were com- 
pletely ignored and never 
mentioned in their reply. 

For the past year. I've 
talked to people in Ottawa and 
I've written letters, trying to 
work out a solution, but they 
refuse to listen or negotiate. I 
cannot pay this debt, but they 
won't hear the truth. They 
treat me like I'm trying to 
avoid something and I am not 
trying to avoid anything. My 
hardship is real. I asked about 
giving them a settlement and 
ttieir answer was a cold "NO". 
I've tried to make them hear 
me and they've turned a deaf 
ear. They have left me no op- 
tions. My plea for humanitar- 
ian action has been met with 
contempt. And Ottawa has 
mercilessly and cruelly pres- 
sured me for payment, when 1 
have a hard time even living 
on my income. 

The tactics of the Stu- 
dent Loans Branch in Ottawa 
are ruthless and arbitrary No 
"just" society can condone 
such behaviors. To go after a 
student who can pay but 
refuses to, is understandable. 
But to pressure me when I 
have no means of paying them, 
is simply sadistic. C3n October 
14, 1994, 1 spoke with Caroline 
Donahue, who then was the 
B.C. representative for the Ot- 
tawa programs. \>flth my fi- 
nancial statement in front of 
her, showing my expenses ex- 
ceeding my income, she was 
still demanding payment. I 
rest my case. 

Because of a very few 
dishonest students, Ottawa is 
taking aggressive action to- 
wards all graduates, including 
the honest majority who, like 
myself, have never abused the 
system. This is arbitrary and 
imjust. I have been extremely 
cooperative and honest with 
the bank and the Student 
Loans Dept, in Ottawa from 
the start. Obviously- 1 am a vic- 
tim of cruel political 
scapegoating. What incenses 
me is that I have not received 
the same honesty back. The 
Royal Bank never sent me a 
formal demand letter stating 


my account was in arrears. I 
was never given the required 
15 days to respond. At times, 
Ottawa did not respond to my 
attempted contacts, by letter 
and phone. In a letter to Ms. 
Donahue on June 28, 1994, 1 lit- 
erally pleaded with her to 
please not turn my accoimt 
over to a coUection company 
and not to pressure me any 
more for money I do not have. 
She comjjletely ignored my 
requests and my account was 
sent to a collection company 
and the pressure for payment 
continued from her office. 
Never before in my life have I 
ever encountered such rmcom- 
promising and unrelenting 
treatment from an agency. The 
actions of the Student Assist- 
ance Branch have been 
willfully cruel and are contrary 
to the spirit in which the origi- 
nal assistance was given. 

Ottawa has penalized 
me for being poor: In October, 
1994, 1 started getting phone 
calls at 8:00 AM from Total 
Credit Recovery, Ottawa's col- 
lection company in Richmond, 
B.C. I was victimized by their 
staff who wouldn't teU me who 
they were and asked personal 
questions. They tried to intimi- 
date me with fdse accusations. 
And I have don e nothing 
wrong . I am just poor and in 
need. No human being should 
have to go through this, espe- 


cially an excellent student like 
myself who earned the respect 
of all my professors while at 
UVIC. Soon, this company 
will try to harass me all over 
again. There is no reprieve 
from this nightmare. Because 
of the inflexible position of 
Ottawa, I am now forced to 
consider bankruptcy. Ottawa 
has given me no choice. I will 
now have to go through a seri- 
ous legal procedure that will 
affect my life for 6 years. It is 
obscene that Ottawa has forced 
me to this conclusion. 

Lloyd Axworthy's office 
needs to wake up and face re- 
ality. There are many students 
like myself who, through no 
fault of their own , face serious 
financial hardship upon 
graduation. Things did not 
work out the way I expected. 
What is badly needed is a "for- 
giveness" provision in the lee- 
islation. regarding Canada Stu- 
dent Loans, for graduates who 
demonstrate very real and se- 
rious financial hardship. There 
needs to be leniency here, for 
humanitarian reasons. What is 
important is the person used 
tile assistance well and worked 
hard at university, making 
them a good "risk" for a re- 
prieve from Ottawa. I believe 
that I am a good risk and a 
good investment in the future. 
But Ottawa has turned its back 


on its investment. That is pa- 
thetic and a sad indictment of 
the times. 

I cannot pay this debt. It 
is unmanageable. I need a 
break from this great worry 
and in my letter to Axworthy, 

I proposed changes to their 
policy to accommodate the 
needs of students in financial 
difficulty. There is only one 
problem: Lloyd Axworthy 
cares only about public opin- 
ion and not about the needs of 
graduates like myself. Perhaps 
if our federal government 
went after tiie real villains, like 
large corporations, and made 
them pay their fair share, then 
the brunt of the deficit would 
not go onto the shoulders of 
those least able to pay, like 
myself. And we'd get a much- 
needed break. That won't hap- 
pen, because there is no justice 
in Ottawa these days. 

A government devoid 
of compassion is no longer a 
"government". It is a mockery . 

Sincerely- 

Doreen. M. Gee, B.Sc., 
Psychology 

P.S. I would like to thank the 
staff of the Emily for provid- 
ing me with a forum to express 
my views. And a special thank 
you to Sarah for your imder- 
stimding. I would like to in- 
vite any students having simi- 
lar repayment problems to 
please contact me through the 
Emily newspaper. 9 










My body is inundated. 

Voices ^ ancestral women reside in its bones, 
in its sinew. 

They command me to speak mote slowly, 
to repeat myself with fervour. 

"Speak slowly," they say. 

"Repeat yourself 
It is best. 

People will listen. " 

My body is taken over , 

subsumed by an army of European women, 

each claiming a percentage of my blood. 

I raise an arm. 

They are there. 

I lift afoot or turn a hip. 

They are there. 

They lurk beneath my tongue. 

Th^ race recklessly inside my sternum. 

I cannot be responsible for what is done at their behest. 
They command me. 

"Speak xvith more fervour. 

Repeat yourself slowly. 

It is better. 

. People can understand. " 

So I clothe myself in drama, 
adopt their thick and languid speech. 

My body is quick to assume the geography of Eunpe. 
But, oh -it is a dffkult shape to hold. 

This arm, it is Russia. 

It is strong, 

solid enough to support my poems. 

This arm, it is German. 

It wields anger and deals blows 
and it is a difficult shape to hold. 

"Speak slowly, " they say. 

"Slower, or they will not understand. " 

This leg, it dissents. 

It is fleet and it can run. 

At the mention of conformity, 
it runs. 

This leg, it is privileged 
and it stands, 
and believes it can stand - 
unresisted -forever. 

"Repeat yourself 
No one understands. " 


My body assumes the shape i. a continent of women - 
breathing and loving and feen .ng and hating, fieicely. 
My body changes shape, 
carries the blood of a contineu; of women. 

"Be cautious. 

Speak slowly. 

Repeat yourself " 

My calves carry the Ukraine 

These muscles are only hapf)i johen dancing. 

They are happiest ivhen esconred in red leather. 

They leap, then. 

But, careful - tlwy conceal a whip. 

I xoarn you. 

Be car^l. They conceal. . . 

My heart is the heart of a gyjwy 
and it commands my arm to write 
and it commands my calves to dance 
and it is the voice conducting 
the choir of ancestral beings 
singing with my tongue. 

The women sing, 

"Your heart commands. ’ 

You leap into the air 
and you are buoyant, 

made buoyant by strong and ; ‘owerful calves, 
like a strong and powerful army, 
you push against the air." 

I repeat myself 

My heart is the heart of a gyj’sy 
and it will no longer be silent 
It will no longer be silenced. 

by Shelley Marie Motz 


A Death in the Family 


Ceigh 7 . Walters 


"Energy can never be created 
or destroyed. Energy may be 
transformed from one form to 
another..." 

On an early October 
evening in 1993, my phone 
rang. It's amazing how 
quickly your life, heart, iden- 
tity can change. 

"Hi Leigh, it's Shane..." 
"hi. . .what's wrong? 
Shane, what is it?" 

Silence, then tears, more 
words. 

"I'm at the hospital, it's 
Dad..." 

"WHAT IS IT?" 

"He has leukemia " 

8 months later, my fa- 
ther died. He waited imtil he 
could say good-bye to my 
mother on her birthday. My 
thoughts and my grief would 
come long after he died in my 
arms. 

I CANNOT STOP THIS! 
no words no touch will 
warm this corpse 

no love will ground his 

soul 

my tears are nottiing but 
annoyingly wet. 

what remains of him (of 
me) is Love 

that's what he's given 
me 

enougjr of it to let him 

go- 

"I'm here Dad and I 
Love You. 

Iff s o k. to leave, we'll be 

fine. 

You're going to a better 
place and it's o.k. to go. 

Let go Dad 
I'm ri^t here 
and I Love You. 

Feminists have criti- 
cized the "nuclear family" and 


with good reason. But none of 
this means anything to me 
now, a daughter /son. My 
feminist therapist would tell 
me that my mother is un- 
healthy for me. She is dead 
wrong. My family (mother, 
lover, brother, sister-in-law, 
cat) is all that has kept me 
alive, made me able to look 
Grief in the face. Feminist 
theory and feminism has not. 

I'm writing this little bit 
of experience for anyone who 
wonders what family is, for 
any woman who feels tom be- 
tween their politics and their 
heart, for any woman who's 
lost, is losing, or will lose 
someone they consider to be 
part of their family. I've found 
Love and Family in Death. I 
think that grief is a gift: in it 
there is pain, violence, aban- 
donment (by both the living 
and the dead), and despair. 
But there is also the discovery 
of Life and the ability to Love. 
Whatever we call "family" all 
of us will experience these 
things and I think that it is one 
of the most painful and amaz- 
ingly joyous experiences a per- 
son can have. Maybe it's even 
a prerequisite to Life... 

None of this means that 
I have been able to survive this 
journey. It's just beginning, 
and it's like falling off a cliff 
and wondering if there's a 
safety net. I have learned that 
when someone who Loves me 
wants some of my time, I 
should give it because the 
chance is gme too quickly I've 
also learned that strength does 
not mean not crying, nor does 
it mean running from Love. 
But all of these lessons have 
come at a price... 9 


nat/girl child growing 


pele/volcano firing upwards 
lava flow & fiery temper/not 
yet land 

like tuning fork/can be set 
screaming 

ears ache from distress 

no beauty on a ramp 
sword in hand/jaunty & jock- 
like 

pomegranate dripping 
blood 

bitter seed of night oozing 

cool stance staring 
"how rude" 

she cascades my essence 
waterfall coming home 

lisa j 


Grandmother 

Her belly, the sun that 
pulled her like the earth 
around it, 

the Buddha-smile of a woman bursting. 
Seven times 

her skin would pull and stretch 
to cast fortti a tiny bud 

on the end of an umbilical cord never broken, 
(mutual blood rushing backwards 
to fill her with their pain and joy) 
as the children grew, 
a part from her. 

Jennifer McNeely 



Betrayal, or What I Thought My Mother Should Have Told Me 


by Jacqueline Anne Crummey 


There are some things your Mother does not tell 
you. These happen to be ^e exact same things that 
when she finally does tell you, you fioth over with 
horror into nervous helplessness. Then, late^ after 
the horror subsides a bit (never entirely) your mood 
changes. Quiet burbuling, toiling resentment surfaces. 
Add a touch of betrayal, a dash of salty weeping and 
you end up with a good, old-fashioned brew of self- 
pitying dankness. 

This isn't to say that your Mother hasn't biowbeat 
her very own self into morally sanctions submission, 
on the occasion. But, this is more along the line of 'oh- 
my-god, how-could-you-not-tell-me, what-weie-you- 
thinking, how-could-you-hide-such-exciting-filth- 
from-me-in-the-first-place', which, upon reflection, 
sounds a little as though it should come fiom your 
mother's mouth, not yours. So, where... oh yes, be- 
trayal. Betrayal. No longer the code woid to signify 
'the other woman', or 'what the boyfriend did last 
night'. No this flavor of indignation is one of a 


herstorical pronouncement. You see, this is what hap- 
pened... 

About a month ago or so, I was out in the wee hours 
of the mom. Wee hours you say? How wee? Two 
a.m. wee, kind of a creepy time to be alone on the cor- 
ner of Moss and Fort streets, in the dark... in the pour- 
ing rain. Anyways, there I was unloading my grocer- 
ies (where the groceries came from at tiiis time of night 
is another tale). Protagonist in the story me, is wear- 
ing a skirt and dress shoes. You know the kind of 
shoes- soles sooo very slippery thin leather uppers, 
heels worn away to nothing. 

So there I am, five bags of groceries in my hands, 
and suddenly I think I hear something. Nah, I tell 
myself, it's nothing. So around I turn and, oohh. Noth- 
ing is definitely Something, with a capital S! Directly 
behind me is a very tall, very large, man. As I turned 
around I sucked back my breath in fear. And, mind 
you, fear this definitely is. Then he laughs. He laughs 
this low, maniacally-twisted laugh. Just like in the 
movies. 

I'm standing there, my heart racing, and I think, 
"what does he want, is he going to hurt me, he better 


not take my groceries —they cost fifty bucks." But, 
just then I look down. I look down at him, at his body 
and see what he is doing. He is masturbating. He is 
masturbating, at me. He is masturbating right at ME. 

I m stunned. I'm shocked. Frankly I'm puzzled 
and nauseated. And then, coming out of some deep 
recess of myself (one that I forgot about, or may be 
never even knew existed) I am angry And, hoo boy, 
am I ever angry. So, I open my mouth to scream. But, 
no scream. This contributes to my growing anger, in- 
deed at this point I will now name it RAGE. My rage 
sputters and chokes. It seems determined to stay di- 
luted with fear, but just in time, injustice heaves it out 
of my stomach, up my esophagus, past my larynx and 
out my mouth. This concoction of rage/fear/injus- 
tice does not sound like any noise I have ever head 
my body utter. Not even the time I slammed my left 
index finger in the trunk of mom's '74 rust-colored 
two-door Maverick. And believe me, that was pain- 
ful. 

So, anyhow, out comes this primal coarse bellow- 
ing. Then, before I knew what was happening, my 
body lurches towards the guy, swinging my five white- 


plastic tin-filled bags of groceries. Finally as though 
my actions dislodge them, my words emerge. 
"NO!NO!NO!NO!NO!NO! NO YOU GODDAMNED 
FUCKING SON OF A BITCH!", I scream. And the 
guy starts to rurb In fact, he runs faster than anyone I 
have ever seen run before. And I run after him. I run 
after him screaming at the top of my voice, "YOU BET 
TER FUCKING RUN. YOU BETTER FUCKING RUN 
YOU FUCKER. YOU BETTER NOT LET ME CATCH 
YOU, CAUSE IF I CATCH YOU I AM GOING TO 
FUCKING KILL YOU, YOU FUCKING SON OF A 
BITCH!", all the while wielding my groceries. Swing- 
ing them as the gladiators did fiieir metal-spiked balls 
on sticks. 

The next day my Mom and Dad pop by for a visit. 
My friend Krista has spent the night. My parents stand 
awkwardly in the hall, as they always do when tiiey 
come by. Only when I say I have something terrible 
to tell them, do they venture inside my dwelling. 

After I tell them the ed ited versoin of my story (no 
swearing, and the time changed to midnight) I get 
the reaction I expected. My father blurts out, "Y)u 
didn't have curtains on your windows last summer 


You should always have curtains!" My Mother wrings 
her hands and implores me to tell her what possessed 
me to be out at that time of night. Then it happens. 

My Mother ushers me into the kitchen and starts 
to whisper. "IT happened to me, you know IT hap- 
pened when I was sixteen, twice.", and proceeds to 
tell me the particulars. I'm listening to her story (all 
about IT), really I am, but at the same time the screen- 
ing voice of the me behind my clenched teeth and lips 
is starting to reverberate in my head: "What?! What 
do you mean, 'you know'. No I do not knovN^ how the 
hell could I? Actually, Mother, when I asked you last 
week after my neighbor had the same 'IT' happen to 
her (at 6:00 a.m., a block away on her way to work), I 
phoned and talked to you. I asked if you ever had 
anything like this happen. You said NO." 

And so now, a long while after my mother^s per- 
sonal confession in my ki tchen, ,my reaction has faded. 
Indignation has softened in my Idtchen, my reaction 
has faded. Indignation has s^)ftened to a slight grudge, 
and even that my languish. You see, I phoned my sis- 
ter a few nights later; sobbing and angry. I was angry 
that mom never told us about the rotten things men do 


in the world. I was mad that she never talked to us 
about sex, or birth control, or the mating habits of talk- 
ing cats, or any kind of pervers sexual offense that may 
befall women in our world. Why didn't she protect us, 
the way we needed protection. But she did, at least, 
she did what she could. 

By not telling us her experience, and only meagerly 
alluding to 'things' that could happen when girls where 
alone, she was protecting us. She was protecting us 
from fear. Fear, tiiat all-powerful immobilizing factor 
that renders women aphasic — in other words 'shuts 
us up and shuts us down'. What she kept silent didn't 
only not prepare us for the future, it kept her assault 
(yes, a man masturbating at you, when you don't want 
him to, is assault) hidden. Perhaps it even kept her 
from healing from it, I know she is still fearful. But 
what she did do, was try to keep our minds and emo- 
tions free of fear. It may not be the best route for effec- 
tive 'safe-keeping' of children, but I don't fault her for 
it. In fact, I love her even more — for trying to give me 
something she herself did not have, a fearless adoles- 
cence and womanhood. And that is not betrayal, that 
is fierce mother-love loyalty. 9 
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HAIR-RAISIIVG AnvEimiftES; 

WHm 9 SaM No to Daisi/ishave 


bLj Kelly fSabcock 


9:10 a.m. - 1 arrive at the 
Gordon Head Complex at a hope- 
fully quiet time, displaying my 
student card to the unsuspecting 
staff. I slip into the women's 
change room, and, with an air of 
casualness, look from side to side, 
scanning the area for a quiet cor- 
ner. . . Soon lam walking down the 
hallxvay with false carelessness, 
approaching the big blue double 
doors. Why does my heartbeat 
quicken with some slight trepida- 
tion? Because though I know it 
shouldn't matter... my hairy legs 
are about to storm' the gym. 

Before swimming, 
wearing shots or a skirt, or ap- 
pearing partially naked any- 
where, I too grew up obeying 
the divine law: Thou Shalt Be 
Shaved. I knew what would 
befall me if I transgressed this 
unspoken (and ftequently spo- 
ken) rule; literal contempt and 
disgust from those around me, 
male and female. I certainly 
did not dare to show such a 
'lack of good taste'. 

Many years later, after I 
began seeing a few women 
with (gasp!) imshaved body 
hair, it began to seem like not 
such a foreign, distant idea. In 
fact, the idea didn't seem bad 
at all, and 1 wished 1 had the 
guts to do it myself. It was a 
gradual process, but eventu- 
ally I thought I'd try it for a 
while and see if I liked it. I 
have since completely retired 
my shaving apparati. 

So, you think, your legs 
will appear... unkempt or even 
repulsive? Perhaps others' ex- 
perience is different than 
mine, but I never found that 


shaving itself actually bn > ugh t 
me any adrturers. And what 
Ml people think? Personally 
if someone would actually 
refuse to be seen with tru be- 
cause I had hair on my legs or 
armpits, (perhaps tiiey fea r my 
unshaved parts will cause 
some injury to them?) I 
wouldn't want to go out vith 
them anyway. 

What anyone shaves or 
doesn't shave is not even the 
issue. The issue is not having 
a free choice about what 
should be such a simple mat- 
ter. it is about taking back 
some control over my ov\ n 
body. It shouldn't be such a big 
deal, but we've been socia I ized 
into thinking what a bad, ugly 
thing hair is. Why else shou Id 
I feel silly writing about liair, 
of all things? And yet, what is 



should I have to pretend I 
don't have hair (what the hell 
is wrong with hair anyv^ ay?) 
where everybody knows i do? 
(And they know I do bei .uise 
it's something they grow too. ) 
It's not necessarily easy 
but I have foimd that accept- 
ing my body with hair as 
something beautiful just the 
way it is, is a powerful stt p 
towards unlearning the dislike 
women are taught to feei for 
our own bodies. 9 






rfy(i y do/phin IS j'oo 
big for nn/ hafh^His 
name is Andre, 



Drawing by Noah Mitchell 


SPACHETTkFACE 

A middle-aged man — greasy hair, thick glasses and plastic K-mart shoes with 
shit smeared across the side — flights a cigarette and smokes it like a poly^ter 
T.V. detective. He holds it near the end of his dirty, nail-bitten fingers, one eye 
closed as the smoke crawls up the side of his flacid, canned-spaghetti-fed face. 
Looking aroimd him he sees an attractive woman waiting for the bus and grins, 
wrapping his lips seductively around his cigarette. He moves into her, pointing 
the shit-covered shoe towards her and cocks his head back in a smooth exhale. 

"So," he says like he had suddenly foimd himself next to a blow-me-up doll 
with a sign aroimd her neck that said "Free with any McDonald's Big Mac Cou- 
pon", "You must be one of those university students, heh?". He grins again at 
his manly charm. The woman, smiles shyly. Though shall not offend is repeated in 
her mind. She turns her head to avoid his gaze but she is helpless as he slobbers 
on her body, pulling at her breasts and plunging his half-limp penis into her 
while she keeps her head down, tolerating the public embarrasment, |ust hop- 
ing that he will go away soon. He does, strutting a few yards away to lean against 
a garbage can, fucking other attractive women as they walk by. 
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THANKS SAM! 

The Emily would like to take this 
opportunity to put our tongues to our 
cheeks and thank the soon-to-be-former 
\^ce-President Acedemic, Sam Scully for his 
years of dedication to women's issues on 
campus. His relentless efforts to better the 
climate for women has been especially 
apprdated by women in the politicaJ science 
department. 

Though he will be sadly missed as 
one of our hallowed leaders, his return to 
the department of classics has long been 
anticipated. The attitudes charaterized by 
Hippolytus led to Scully's invaluable 
insights and his effectiveness in dealing 
with equity issues. 

Despite a barrage of supportive let- 
ters from such groups as the UVSS, the Fac- 
ulty Womens' Caucus, the Canadian 
Assosiation of University Teachers 
(C.A.U.T), as well as complimentary profiles 
in prominent newspapers, our beloved Sam 
has decided that now is the time to move 
on. His absence will be lamented by all 
those whose lives he affected. And so, once 
again we'd like to say; THANKS SAM!! Q 


Janet's World 'famous Nanana 

some flov r 

a pinch oi baking powder 

a tiny bit of soda 

not too much salt 

a dab of shortening 

lots of sugar 

a couple eggs 

ten mashed bananas 

enough cinnamon to tickh vour tongue 

Mix flour, powder, soda, salt, cinnamo: 
Cream shortening, add sugar. Graduall 
add eggs and flour and alternate with 
bananas. Grease flour tins. Bake m an ( . en 


DO NOT TRY THIS AT HOME 


10 UPS ON TRE AnNG YOUR 
HUSBAND 

(Source: 195Q's Home Econom- 
ics Book) 

1. Have dinner ready. Plan 
ahead, even the night before, 
to have a delicious meal - on 
time. This is a way of letting 
him know that you have been 
thinking about him and are 
concerned about his needs. 
Most men are hungry when 
they come home and the pros- 
pect of a good meal are part of 
the warm welcome needed. 

2. Prepare yourself. Take 15 
minutes to rest so you will be 
refreshed when he arrives. 
Touch up your makeup, put a 
ribbon in your hair and be 
fresh looking. He has just been 
with a lot of work weary peo- 
ple. Be a little gay and a little 
more interesting. His boring 
day may need a lift. 

3. Clear away the clutter. 
Make one last trip through the 
main part of the house just be- 
fore your husband arrives, 
gathering up school books, 
toys, paper, etc. then run a dust 
cloth over the tables. Your hus- 
band will feel he has reached a 
haven of rest and order, and it 
will give you a lift too. 

4. Prepare the children. Take 
just a few minutes to wash the 
children's hands and faces, 
comb their hair and, if neces- 
sary, change their clothes. 

They are little treasures and he 
would like to see thempla\ 
the part. 


5. Minimize all noises at the 
time of his arrival, eliminate 
noises of washer, dryer, dish 
washer or vacuum. Try to en- 
courage the children tc^ be 
quiet. 

6. Be happy to see him Gree' 
him with a warm smile and act 
glad to see him. 

7. Some don'ts: Don't greet 
him with problems or com 
plaints. Don't complain if he'^ 
late for dinner. C ount this ab 
minor compared ^ vith wha t he 
might have gone through that 
day. 

8. Make him comfortable 
Have him lean back int(^ a 
comfortable chair or suggest 
he lie down in the bedroom 
Have a cool or warm drink 
ready for him. Ar ange his pil- 
low and offer to massage hi.-^ 
neck and shoulders and iakt' 
off his shoes. Speak in a soft 
soothing, pleasant voice. Al 
low him to relax - to unwind. 

9. Listen to him. You ma) 
have a dozen things to tell him, 
but the moment of his arrival 
is not the time. Let him talk 
first. 

10. Make the evening his: 
Never complain if he does not 
take you out to dinner or to 
other places of entertainment 
Instead, try to understand his 
world of strain and pressure 
his need to be home and relax 

GOAL: Try to make yourhonw 
a place of pence aiui order when' 
your husband can vnew hmsel f 
in body and spirit. 9 


that's hot as a Mid-August day in Alab. 
for as long at it takes tc recid this ssue 
of the Emily (again!). 
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Roy friend 


Hlwxmato 

The dock reads 2:19 
It iilumioates my room. 

I stare into dte blackness 
feadier toudi^ a breeze vdiispers. 
Lon^gtowalk. 

Her whiteness hangs ovedread 
their triangular shape is oudined 
a hushed rustle 
interrupts the ni^ts stillness. 

An andent storm remembered 
wiih douds that mshed 
crashing violwtfly 
adap shook the ground. 

And I Stood alone in toe field - 
Smitten by toe blue-gray dance above me 
No fear, 

for then I was a young girl. 

The window fi^tiiy secure 
i lay arvake, mind spinning 
Lcsig^nglcnr freedom 
Too scared, 

for now I ama womyn. 

The dock reads 2:22 
It illuminate my room. 

$hbna H. 


Sister 

What happens 
after awhile 
to the he said 
he did what’s 
and the lies 
oh whys 
we share 

through choking tears 
again and again 
what happens to the 
throat lumps 
and the scalpel fears 
blood that disappears 
dumped 
disposed 
to where? 

Sister be strong 
this is your song 
spirals and dips 
and trips 
we’ll come 
back up 

together. 


Karen Max 



My Sickness 
Some days I hate me 

The minor reveals too much imperfection 
I stuff to forget. 

Scars and wrinkles 
Dimples and rolls 
Aging is not a hardship 
rather the decay of my being. 

Some days I get sick 
of being a girl. 

Enslaved to my pink scale. 

Some days I get sick 
of this manipulation. 

S. Renay 


He doesn’t like it 

that 1 wear myself on the outside 

like dirt 
soiled 

and soiling him 

as 1 grind against his ignorance 

He finds it grating 

that 1 make love while hating 

as I bring him coming 

away. 


Karen Max 



Hips 

my grandfather raped my mom now 
she lives in my hips 
occupies the space between 
my pelvic bones/9 can feel her pressing 
against the inside part of my thighs. 

when she is hungry 9 
feed her. Sandwiches 
apple crumble hot creamy 
drinks and soups...sweet 
salty sour savory things 
that fill up the empty space 
she takes up. 

today, today is a good 
day. my body moves well. 

^ut please don 't ask me 
to try on those pants. 

yesterday, well that wasn't 

such a good day. My body 

was a slug, slow leaving all 

my baggage in a stream of 

irritatingly consistent slime that 

dragged behind me iike my ass, 

like my thighs, like the convex of 

my stomach. Attracting attention 

like a slide show, a carnival, the 

vomit trapped in a school bus 

that repels and intrigues all who smell it. 

my baggage, i take it with me 
like i'm on vacation, i open it only 
when i'm alone otherwise it 
would all fall out exposing me. 

my baggage is a carpetbag like 
Mary poppins'only old and musty, 
smelling of my mother's hidden 
desires. 


Christie Shaw 
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Call To Writing 


This article reprinted from the 
April 1993 issue oitUeRmh^ 


bi^ Melanie Stewart 

I write. And as I do so, I 
force my way through a thick, 
densely forested region, a wild 
enclosure in which I claw and 
spit, and grasp for the air that 
hangs thick and humid. Never 
enough. Air. 

I write. And as I do so, I 
raise my sharp knife to the fo- 
liage, stubborn and tough, 
with vines twisting their way 
to fill every available inch. 
Struggling to clear, to dislodge, 
to make room, I move slowly 
and willfully, extending my 
arms now to reach a growth 
above me, now to hurl the 
leafy debris away. 

I write. And as I do so, I 
begin to see a clearing develop, 
a gap in the jungle, a respite 
from the density I can slowly 
unclench the fist that has 
gripped so tightly my weapon, 
and breathe the coolness of 
space unencumbered. Space 
unfilled. I look around and I 
can see you; you with your 
unspoken words and your un- 
written text. You, with your 
own knife hanging at your side 
waiting for you. Waiting for 
us. 

The Emily has been in 
publication for twelve years. It 
is symbolic of similar efforts by 
thousands of women around 
the world to create spaces for 
expression unmediated by pa- 
triarchal culture. It is a news- 
paper for women by women 
about women's lives. It is ours, 
and its potential is limited only 
by the enthusiasm with which 
it is received, and the commit- 
ment with which it is pro- 
duced. 

Yet, The Emily remains 
a small, marginalized paper 
which is constantly under 


threat of complete destmction. 
No money. No equipment. No 
facilities. It lives the kind of 
hand-to-mouth existence that 
has become the tired cliche of 
feminist periodicals. It is only 
for the women's community 
and it is not important. Reci- 
pes and the like... And anyway 
no one is interested. No sub- 
missions. 

Where are the women 
writers of UVic? Have our 
heads been so buried beneath 
a stack of geography texts in 
the McPhereson Library that 
we have internalized the 
"Shhh!" sign? Are we so com- 
pletely satisfied with the silky 
lyric tones of The Martlet that 
we can only aspire to a far-off 
fantasy of one day submitting 
a letter to the editor? Are we 
basking in post-feminist rheto- 
ric and heaving sighs of relief 
that it's all over? 

I don't think so. I think 
there are many reasons why 
you, like me, haven't written 
for The Emily, for any other 
publication, perhaps even for 
yourself. Somehow, the act of 
writting remains one of great 
mystique, reserved for the 
privilege of "The Artist" who, 
in (sic.) his tortured state man- 
ages to capture in one finely 
crafted image not only the 
meaning of life and the infini te 
beauty of nature, but 
(un)intentionally, the essence 
of violence through language 
in our culture. And who are 
we to pollute "Literature" with 
our trivialities, our "simple" 
pleasures, our menstrual 
blood, our anger? And what 
tool do we have to do so any- 
way? A phallocentric lan- 
guage that orders our thoughts 
and binds our imaginations? 
And who is the "we" 
anyhway? Why would "we" 
who have been so defined, so 
essentialized, want to exclude 
ourselves further by espous i ng 



the glories of some mythical 
"feminine voice," in a newspa- 
per that perpetuates our 
marginalization? 

Yet, I believe tfie alterna- 
tive silence and complicity in 
the decay of newspapers like 
The Emily is far more danger- 
ous. It is tile danger of silence; 
of being seen but not heard. It 
is biting our tongues and stran- 
gling our minds. It is self an- 
nihilation. 

This is a call to writing. 
It is an attempt to stress the 
importance of giving ourselves 
and other women the permis- 
sion to write and to be read. 
The women who have been 
contributing to, editing, and 
supporting newspapers like 
The Emily have opened a 
space for the rest of us. They 
have given us a platform for 
our concerns, pages to fill with 
our imaginations, a room of 
our own. We have only to take 
it. 9 


ON HEATHBR'S ADVICE 
Write me letters. 

Write me nanaiioe Ught-fQted 

triters. Recite mr time together, did 
it really occur? It is in a misty haze 
t^emotioe passion, forme. 

What happened — did time stop? 

Where did such abundant pleasure, 
fodingroomejwm. You fit my every 
curve, constant fluidity 

astounding and delightful 

Mystical, thenfs no other word to 
d&erd>e our connection. 

Well, except jmhaps exploswe, 
excitit^;, notcf this world or time... 
need 1 continue? My bed is much huger 
than! have ever noticed, now that you . 
are not in it. 

When I dose my eyes you are, you are there. 
You surround me. 

I stUl feel the lingering warmth 
your insistent touch. 

The softness of your hair against my lips, 
your mouth on mine. 

You are ten million miles, an entire lifetime 
away. I Uxkfor you everywhere. 

I am raw from where you've touched me. 
Have healed a wound so deep, I didn't 
know it existed. I have been the object 
of other gazes, but yours is the one which 
penetrated, whom I let see. 

You are the safest stranger I have ever known 

facqueline Anne Crummey 
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